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Merry Christmas 


Some fluff | whipped up on my lunch breaks at work. Brought me joy and relief from work stress -hope it's 
just as enjoyable for you all. Merry Ficmas, boraxisme! 


After months away from home on the Savage Amusement tour, the Scorpions were finally flying home to 


Germany, just in time for Christmas. 


Klaus and Matthias would be heading home to children for the first time, which had been the subject of an 
emotional discussion on the drive to the airport, followed by lots of benevolent teasing from Rudolf and 
Herman, and singing Christmas carols in the silliest ways possible to make sure everyone was stoic before 
entering the public portion of the airport, along the way to where their private flight was picking them up. The 
two managed to be so silly that everyone had tears in their eyes from laughing so hard by the time they 


reached their waiting area. 


While waiting in the airport's designated section for private flight preparation, rather than winding themselves 
back up again, where a person wandering the far ends of the terminals might see them, they all chose to enjoy 
each other's company in rare quiet, without anyplace to rush off to next, as had been the case for their last 


several months together. 


Herman and Francis slung their arms around each other and leaned together as they sat in adjacent chairs, 
talking softly with occasional low giggles. Francis seemed to be teasing Herman about what the drummer would 
be doing over his Christmas break, as the only one who'd yet to settle down with a family. 


Klaus and Rudolf watched them from the row of seats across and facing them with amusement, and Klaus 
tried to sit up straight and keep a serious public image for once -until Rudolf reached around him with both 
arms and playfully pulled Klaus against his chest to mirror the other two, setting the singer off in giggles as 
they play-tussled. 


After a moment, Klaus gave up his mock-resistance and leaned against Rudolf, both smiling so hard their 


cheeks hurt as their warmth overrode the chilly draft through the terminal. 

Their smiles only became more painful as Herman finally glanced to his side, where Matthias stifled giggles at 
the scene while pretending to read a book -and promptly had it knocked out of his hands as Herman snatched 
him up under his other arm. 

"Look," said Rudolf, tapping Klaus on the shoulder a moment later, and pointing across to Francis, who had fallen 
asleep against Herman's shoulders. Klaus wasn't sure if that in itself was more funny, or Herman then poking 


Francis and making bets with Matthias on how many times it would take until he woke up. 


It took six. Closer to Herman's guess. And it took another minute for poor Francis to figure out where he was 


and what had happened, much to everyone else's amusement. 

As soon as they were given the clear to head outside and board up, Rudolf shouted out happily. 

"We are on way home!" 

Cheers followed, all the way up the ramp, following their brief respite inside the building. 

The plane was divided in two rooms for the overnight, homeward bound flight. Herman and Francis made their 
way to the back, and a quick pat on the back from the former led Matthias to accompany them for the night, 
leaving Klaus and Rudolf to themselves up front. 

Rudolf unceremoniously threw himself down hard on the couch, with a soft whump! from the cushions. He 
threw an exaggerated, impish smile at Klaus, and when the singer raised his eyebrows at him, he sighed noisily, 


making a show of putting his feet up on the couch -with his shoes on -and looking quite pleased with himself. 


Klaus scrunched up his face and shook his head, pointing at Rudolf's feet. 


"Put them down, or put your shoes off," he scolded. 
Rudolf snickered in the way one did when overly-tired, but he kicked his shoes off. 


"Wait some time, and soon, you and Gabi will say that a lot! You already know what to say, and the right face 


to makel" He then sprung the perfect imitation of a parent's warning scowl, and wagged his finger at Klaus. 


Then, he bugged his eyes out comedically, sending them both into more laughter -until Klaus lost his to a long 


yawn 
"I am tired." Klaus recovered his shaky grin as he sank down on the couch next to Rudolf. "I should sleep." 
"No, you can sleep when you are at home," Rudolf mock-argued. "If Christian will /et you sleep." 


"Marcel did not let you, for little time you were home then, you know," Klaus laughed. "It is my turn to find 


out!" 


"| would be happy to have him keep me awake more of that time than there was," Rudolf sighed. "You will like 
it still, if he does not let you sleep!" 


‘| will,” Klaus agreed. "He can keep me awake if that is what he wants to do, you know. We at least do not have 


to drive home this time," Klaus mused. 


Rudolf grinned as they remembered the early days, where he and Klaus would go together in his own, nice car, 
while Uli drove the old, beat up van and all their equipment. Exhausted, but laughing all the way down the 


autobahn, while Uli drove however fast the van was willing to go without breaking down 


"And he would still like it!" Klaus shook his head and covered his face incredulously at how crazy their past 


guitarist had been so many years ago. 


Rudolf dug out an old, beat-up binder from Klaus' bag they always kept with them on tours, adding on every 
month or so. Old photos filled it, going back to the few they were able to get in the earliest days. 


"Oh, this here -l remember this time!” Rudolf pointed to a picture Dieter Dierks had taken at the end of 
recording Love at First Sting While waiting in the studio for the last track to have it's audio mixed for the final 
time, it had taken such a long time that they all sprawled on the floor, pretending to have passed out waiting. 


Dieter had a good laugh at the sight, and took a picture, and they'd all laughed later when they saw just how 
they looked. 


Francis flat on his back, neck turned to the side, cheek against Herman's hair as the drummer lay flat on his 


back. Matthias on the floor next to a couch with one arm haphazardly laid up the side, like he'd tried to catch 


himself on the way down. 


Klaus laying with his head on Rudolf's stomach, like it was a pillow. That had felt funny when Rudolf started 


laughing, and once Klaus started over it, it took a long time to stop. 


"And the time we did the video for No One Like You, and Francis was locked in the cell, and we forgot about 


him and moved to some other place..!" 


There were the pictures of their night on Alcatraz, and countless backstage antics. Birthdays and holidays 
celebrated on the road, and pictures when some of them had hosted their bandmates for Christmas who had 


yet to settle down with a family... 


When the plane touched down in Germany, their tour manager took a picture that would join that collection, of 
Klaus and Rudolf asleep, piled together under a throw blanket on the couch, the pictures they'd reminisced 


over still open beside them. 


